LIVING BIOGRAPHIES OF FAMOUS AMERICANS

where he noticed a number of Firestone tires. "And it might in-
terest you to biow that one of the other men in the car is Harvey
Firestone."
"Do tell!"
"And my name," with a twinkle in the eye, "is Henry Ford."

"Glad to meet you, Mr.------. Hey, hold on a minute. If you

tell me that guy with the whiskers out there is Santa Glaus, I'll
call the sheriff!"

VIII

HENRY FORD in his seventies. Thin white hair, high forehead,
blue-gray eyes, thin face furrowed with thought, firm lips that
readily relax, into a smile, long sensitive fingers, plain inexpensive
clothes, plain inexpensive tastes. His greatest pleasures were the
pleasures of the home. The one red-letter day of his old age was
his fiftieth wedding anniversary. Bridegroom of half a century of
golden honeymoons. "It is probable," observed the New York
Herald Tribune on this occasion, "that the Fords are the richest
couple on earth. Whether that fact is more astonishing than their
record of having remained married fifty years is a matter for
debate. And they remain essentially simple people . . . they still
dance with each other. 1^ may be that, in more matters than one,
they are the richest peopile in the world."

In the course of the celebration, Henry Ford submitted to a
newspaper interview. "What," asked one of the reporters, "is
your formula for a successful marriage?"

"The same as for a successful car," replied Ford. "Stick to one
model."

A successful marriage, a fabulous portion of riches, and the
common human cup of sorrow. A few years after the red-letter
day came the black-letter day of his life. His only son, Edsel Ford,
died.

But Henry Ford carried on. As in the First World War, he now
turned all his resources and all his energy into helping his country
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